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thrust out, all made him a perfect pillar of Society. He
was undisturbed by Shelton's scrutiny, watching the
rind coil down below the apple, until in a springing
spiral it fell on the path and collapsed like a toy snake.
He took a bite ; his teeth were jagged, and his mouth
immense. - It was obvious that he considered himself
a most superior man. Shelton frowned, got down
slowly from the wall, and proceeded on his way.

A little further down the hill he stopped again to
watch a group of convicts in a field. They seemed to
be dancing in a slow and sad cotillon, while behind
the hedge on every side were warders armed with guns.
Just such a sight, substituting spears, could have been
seen in Roman times.

While he thus stood looking, a man, walking
rapidly, stopped beside him, and asked how many miles
it was to Exeter. His round visage, and long, brown
eyes, sliding about beneath their brows, his cropped
hair and short neck, seemed familiar.

** Your name is Crocker, isn't it ? "

" Why I it's the Bird! " exclaimed the traveller,
putting out his hand. "Haven't seen you since we
both went down."

Shelton returned his hand-grip. Crocker had lived
above his head at college, and often kept him sleepless
half the night by playing on the hautboy.

*e Where have you sprung from ? **

** India. Got my long leave. I say, are you going
this way ? Let's go together."

They went, and very fast; faster and faster every
minute.

** Where are you going at this pace ? " asked Shelton.

" London."

" Oh ! only as far as London ? '*